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was seen or heard of the villains who had come
no doubt for the double purpose of being revenged
upon the man who had shot one of their number
and to rob the party. Presently the Mexican
arose to his feet and walked toward his two em-
ployers. He kept his eyes fixed in the direction

the danger would be apt to come from as he did

this, and his rifle was ready for instant use. He

. was half way to the big rock behind which the

men were lying when another shot rang out. The
bullet whizzed past Pedro’s head, but not at all
frightened, he gave vent to a shout of defiance and
then dropped upon his hands and knees and quick-
ly reached the shelter that was so close at hand.

Cheyenne Charlie’s eyes were wide open at the
time, and it happened that he was looking directly
toward the spot the shooting came from. He saw
the puff of smoke, and the report had scarcely died
out when his rifle was at his shoulder. Though he
could not see the man, he took the chance of firing,
anyhow. Crang! As the sharp report of the weap-
on soundered upon the clear air a yell of pain
sounded, and then all was still again. .

“I didn’t quite git him!” the scout exclaimed, a
grim smile showing on his tanned and weather-
beaten face. “But I fetched him somewhere jest
the same. Maybe he got it in one of his arms, or
it might have been a leg. If I could have seen
what I was shootin’ at you kin bet your life he
wouldn’t be livin’ now.”

“What are we going to do, Young Wild West?”
called out Hanford, appealingly.

“You don’t have to do a thing,” was the reply.
“Just stay behind that big rock and you will be
. safe enough. It seems that these fellows you call
bandits are quite desperate, and mean business.
But that’s all right. They’ll soon get sick of it,
and you can bet on that. Since they are hunting
" us, I'll start in to hunt them as soon as it gets
dark, and then we’ll see who will come out at the
top of the heap.”

“Perhaps we might be able to buy them off,”
suggested Clark, in a voice that trembled slightly.

“Don’t talk that way,” the young deadshot an-
swered, sharply. There’s no such thing as buying
off a gang like that. The only thing to do is to
shoot them off if they persist in trying to kill us.
Now just take it easy and things will be bound to
come out all right.”

- As has been stated, the place where our friends
"+ had camped was pretty well protected. But this
did not mean that the scoundrels who had chosen
to follow them there and make an attack on them
did not have a .good chance at them. However,
they would be forced to remain at least two hun-

~  dred feet away unless they showed themselves,

3 and there being a sufficient number of rocks and

boulders for the besieged party to hide behind, it

was simply a case of being careful. By this time
3 the sun had sunk below the line of the western

3 horizon and it was rapidly becoming dark. Twi-

light does not linger long in that section of the

» country, and what Young Wild West wanted now
E: was darkness, and that as quickly as possible. He
3 did not mean to remain and.wait for the bandits
= to make an attack.

The hunters had told him that there were five or

£

clared that there were but four. As one of these
had been shot by the Mexican, and Wild had drop-
ped one of them, this meant that there could not

a > six in the party, though Cheyenne Charlie de- -
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be more than four left at the most, unless there
had been more hanging back when the attack was
made upon the hunters and their guide. Wild

thought it over, and he was not long in coming to - -

the -conclusion that there must be quite a number
of them or they would not have the nerve to come
up close enough to open fire upon the Mexican
who had shot one of their gang. Then again, it

struck him that he might be mistaken in this. Set »
on by a vengeful feeling, they might have risked"

coming up that close. But the boy was not going
to take any chances. If there were no more than
four of them, he thought it would be quite easy,
but if there were twice that number, or more still,
things might be somewhat dangerous. A sharp
watch was kept, and nothing further was heard
.or seen of the villainous gang, and finally it be-
came dark. The stars were soon shining brightly
in the blue vault overhead, and a slight chill came
upon the air, for after the sun went down at that
season of the year in the Sierras, the nights were
soméwhat cool. The fire the cook had used to pre-
pare the supper had been extinguished long be-
fore this, so there was no possible chance of the
bandits getting a shot at them from a distance.. »

“Charlie,” the young deadshot said, when he
thought the proper time had arrived, “I reckon we
had better take a little scout around and find
where these fellows are. You won’t need your rifle
in the darkness, so leave it in charge of Anna. Et

will keep mine for me till we come back.. Come

5 -
i

on.”
“Right you are, Wild,” Charlie answered, eage:

to accompany the young deadshot. %

Then Wild made his way to where the two hunt-
ers and their guide were sitting on the ground. *

“All you fellows have got to do is to keep your
eyes and ears open.” he said. “We are goigg to
hunt for the bandits. If we find them you can bet
your life that we’ll. soon either make them prison-
ers or put an end to them. They have started the
game going, so we must do our part in it. Cer-
tainly. we are not going to let them shoot at us
without returning the compliment. It shows
plainly that they are trying to kill us, and that
means that we have a perfect right to do the

same to them.” e

“I suppose you can call it open warfare, Youn
Wild West,” Clark said, in a husky voice. 5

“Yes, that’s just what you can call it. But open

warfare is quite common in a great many parts of
the wild West, ‘you khow.” 5
_t?‘,"So I have heard. But it seems awful, don‘t
it? {
“Oh, I don’t know just what the word awfil
means.
suppose that accounts for it. Now you just do
as I tell you. Stay right where you are, and ke
your eyes and ears open. Come on, Charlie.”
The scout gave a nod, and the next minute thé
two had crept away and disappeared in the dark-
ness.
used to that sort of thing that they went along
fearlessly. Their well-trained ears and eyes made
them almost invincible as far as being taken by
surprise was concerned. While they realized
that they had desperate men who were no doubt
used_to the mountains and woods to deal with,

neither of them had the least thought of running
One minute aftex

into anything like real danger.
leaving the hunters the two were among the rocks

I have never given it much thought, so'I *

The young deadshot and the scout were so =
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